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the chase are not counted in the length of life. They
box, run, shoot, ride, row, and sail from pole to pole.
They eat, and drink, and live jolly in the open air,
putting a bar of solid sleep between day and day.
They walk and ride as fast as they can, their head
bent forward, as if urged on some pressing affair.
The French say that Englishmen in the street always
walk straight before them, like mad dogs. Men and
women walk with infatuation. As soon as he can
handle a gun, hunting is the fine art of every English-
man of condition. They are the most voracious
people of prey that ever existed. Every season turns
out the aristocracy into the country to shoot and
fish. The more vigorous run out of the island to
Europe, to America, to Asia, to Africa, and Australia,
to hunt with fury by gun, by trap, by harpoon, by
lasso, with dog, with horse, with elephant, or with
dromedary, all the game that is in nature. These
men have written the game-books of all countries, as
Hawker, Scrope, Murray, Herbert, Maxwell, Gum-
ming, and a host of travellers. The people at home
are addicted to boxing, running, leaping, and rowing
matches.

I suppose the dogs ancl horses must be thanked
for the fact that the men have muscles almost as
tough and supple as their own. If, in every efficient
man, there is first a fine animal, in the English race
it is of the best breed, a wealthy, juicy, broad-chested
creature, steeped in ale and good cheer, and a little
overloaded by his flesh. Men of animal nature rely,
like animals, on their instincts. The Englishman